CATS
feature is that as a rule they seem to be upon negligent terms
with the dogs of the village, who are similarly given to
scavenging, and whose range of padding exploration is wider
and more adventurous.
In an English village cats are very different. They seem
better cared-for. Many of them are smug. They almost put
their plump grey paws before their mouths as they yawn,
and, through having no cares, they are apt to grow fat and
lazy. To such cats food is so much a matter of course that it
is a source of reverie. When I see some of these plump English
village cats, I sometimes wonder why they do not wear black
silk dresses in the afternoon, with gold lockets about their
necks. I wonder that none of them has ever sent me cards
of invitation to saucer-parties, marked 'Games,' and 'Cushions
at ten.5
There are millions of common tabby cats all over England,
some of them a dusty brown with thin bony streaks of black
through the brown, and some as richly decorated with fawn
and chestnut as one can imagine. There are cream cats and
grey cats, brown cats, Siamese cats, Persians, carroty, tor-
toiseshell, and a hundred other sorts. And just as the stupid
may dismiss working people as uninteresting, so one may
foolishly dismiss the tabbies as uninteresting. One may care
only for the earls and duchesses among cats, or at lowest the
dames and courtesy ladies, and in that case one will learn
very little about the humanity of true feline nature. For me
the tabby is the best of all the cats, and the most charming cat
I ever knew was a tabby.
An old friend of mine once told me that he could never
take any interest in novels about people who had incomes of
less than a thousand pounds a year. I forgot to ask him
whether he drew a line in the matter of cats, but it is possible
that for him cats do not exist at all. Now, my own experience
is that birth and breeding are quite as likely with cats as they
used to be with humans to produce superficial sameness.
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